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TRYING TO BULLDOZE THE GOVERNOR. 


AMIABLE BoycoTTER.—Oh, pardon us, Governor Hill— You must do as we say, or you ’ll rue the day— 
We ’re going on boycotting still. For We run the political mill. 
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SPECIAL NOTICE. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


———_ that a man breaks into your house, 
takes your watch and your money, and 
then asks you to pay a“ fine” of a hundred 
dollars because you had not left the front door 
open. Suppose that you had that man at the 
muzzle of a revolver. How much would it 
avail him should he say to you: “I am not a 
burglar: I am an Anarchist. I take your prop- 
erty because I believe that property is theft; 
that you have.no right to what you call your 
own; and that you should divide your posses- 
sions with those who possess nothing?” How 
much would it avail him if he made such a plea 
before the justice of the peace whose duty it 
was to try him? Do you think for an instant 
that you, representing public opinion, or the 
justice, representing the law, would care a jot 
for the opinions of that house-breaker ? 
* 








* 

It would avail him nothing. At the muzzle 
of your revolver, you would march him to jail. 
The justice of the peace would remand him for 
trial. ‘lhe jury would convict him, on his trial, 
and the judge would send him to states-prison. 
That would be thorough justice, founded on a 
clear understanding of the English language. 
For the burglar might call himself an Anarchist, 
or anything else he chose to; but he would be 
simply a burglar. 


* * 

Let us apply this analogy to the case of the 
men who are now on trial in Chicago. They 
call themselves Anarchists. ‘They might as well 
call themselves Lubin’s Extract of Opoponax. 
They have been rioting in the streets, assailing 
and murdering the police, with the avowed ob- 
ject of plundering the city. It is nothing to us 
or to the Law that they pretend to have certain 
silly notions in their half-empty heads to the 
effect that nobody ought to own anything, and 
that there should be no laws. We do own 
things, in this country, and we have some laws; 
and we mean that our property rights and our 
laws shall be respected. Whatever these peo- 
ple may see fit to name themselves; they are 


simply cut-throats, murderers, rioters and rob-, 


bers. That is the plain English that suits their 
case. And we should treat them as we com- 
monly treat cut-throats, murderers, rioters and 
robbers. 





ANTI-PROHIBITION SPORT. 





This party of gentlemen have just made their first haul, and are beginning to realize that there have been 


fishermen ott the 


grounds before. 





And men such as these, and no better, are 
leading honest workingmen astray all over tie 
country. In this great and well-guarded city, 
they dare not, as yet, run riot as they have in 
Chicago. But they are packing decent men to 
jail in another way—just as sure—almost as bad. 
They lure their victims into so-called “labor 
organizations,” and when they get them en- 
rolled, they tie them up in such a slavery as the 
hardest and most selfish of capitalists never 
dreamed of inflicting upon his employees. And 
then, playing upon their ignorance of the law 
and of the great principles involved in the law, 
they egg on their dupes to unlawful and im- 
moral acts. ‘They tell the poor souls to boy- 
cott—* boycott” being their word for black- 
mail—and the whole body of ‘ organized”? 
laborers promptly obey, and do their best to 
ruin the business of some unfortunate trades- 
man or manufacturer, on the chance that he 
may be frightened into paying a few l.undred 
or a few thousand dollars of blackmail to the 
“ organizers.” Of course, the workingmen, who 
do the boycotting and take the chances of jail, 
never see a cent of the money thus illegally 
collected. 

* 7 * 

It is impossible to tell what the end of this 
will be. The audacity. of the men who are thus 
making tools of the laboring folk seems to have 
reached its highest point when they “demand” 
—yes, that is their own word—the release of 
the men recently convicted of an obvious offense 
against the laws—a demand addressed to the 
Governor of the State of New York. But they 
may have some still more insolent absurdity in 
contemplation. It is our belief that the work- 
ingmen of this country will, rather sooner than 
later, begin to find out how they have been 
duped by out-and-out criminals. And if they 
once begin to find this out, they will probably 
end—having been taught the lesson of illegal 
violence—by hanging some of their late leaders 
to the lamp-posts. 


Suppose that one man on the Produce Ex- 
change came to another man and said: “I wish 
you to vote for for President of the Ex- 
change.” Suppose that the other man asked— 
as he certainly would ask—“ What are his quali- 
fications? What is his character?” And sup- 
pose that the first man replied: “Oh, I guess 
he’s about as honest as most men of his class. 
I don’t know about his qualifications, because 
he’s never done much to talk about. A good 





many people say that he’s crooked; but I guess 
they’re too particular. Lots of other men have | 
been crooked. And he’s smart—my man is— | 


awfully smart—and real magnetic.””, How much 
chance would the man thus described have to 
be elected president of the Produce Exchange ? 
He would not have one chance in a million. 
Business men would not let such a man exert 
the slightest influence over their affairs. 


* * 
In plain English, they would say that he was 
a bad and a dangerous man, Why can not we 
apply that same test of plain English to the in- 
vestigation of the characters of men in political 
life? Why can not men who are sensible in 
everything else use common-sense in forming 
their opinions on political subjects? There is 
aman named Blaine who two years ago tried 
to get himself elected President of the United 
States. He failed; because a certain number 
of voters was clearly convinced that he was a 
dishonorable and generally unworthy man. He 
is making the same attempt again. It is pitiful 
to think that in spite of all that has been said, 
in spite of all that has been done, there are still 
some men in this country who will honestly and 
in good faith work and talk for this same Blaine. 
It is pleasant to think that there are enough 
men who will work and talk against him to save 
the country from the ineradicable disgrace of 
his election to the presidency. 


* 
* * 


He is a political adventurer of the worst type 
—a man who has become a politician as he 
might have become an advertising agent or a 
broker or a merchant—-simply to make money. 
He is a man who has made money, not as an 
honest advertising agént, or an honest broker, 
or an honest merchant would have made it; but 
in devious and unacknowledgeable ways. He 
wants to be President of the United States. He 
had better keep to his stock-jobbing business. 





THE American Agriculturist tells us all about Bees 
in August. As we prefer our bees in January, when 
their stingers and enthusiasm are frozen up so hard that 
they can’t report for duty, we have not read the article. 
Then we are given a first lesson in ‘* Firming the Soil,” 
but as we don’t live on a quicksand, we have no interest 
in it. Then we are told all about ** An Artificial Spring,” 
which we suppose is the hair-spring of a kangaroo. 
‘¢ Farm-Bridges * we take no stock in, because we have 
no farm, and if we had, we should sell it, and not bother 
ourselves about a bridge, unless the farm happened te be 
on a mountain-top, when, of course, a bridge would be 
absolutely necessary. We are told on one page that the 
original investment ina poultry-yard is an egg-plant, and 
on another that an egg-plant is a purple vegetable. We 
are told how to shoe vicious horses, and how to keep 
them from jumping fences. 

After laying down the American Agriculturist, we 
have to dance with joy and exclaim: The best thing to 
have in the house just now is PICKINGS FROM PUCK. 

Price, Twenty-five cents. 

















~PUCK.«+ 





A SUMMER IDYL. 


E was a curled darl- 
ing of the fashion- 
able world, She was 
only a farmer’s 
daughter. Ah, mes 
Jreres, which of us 
does not know some- 
thing of the glamour 

that hangs over a 
little summer ro- 
mance like this? Do 
we not remember, 
you and I, how the 
sun shone with a new 
light, and the birds 
sang with a sweeter 
song, how the air mur- 
mured amorously 
through the old swaying willows, and the brooks 
babbled in rythmic accents of delight over the 
mossy stones? Ah, yes, we cannot have for- 
gotten, you and I, Haec olim meminisse 
juvabit.* 

It was a golden day in the latter part of June, 
when Reginald Roosevelt Livingston Schuyler 
Browne dropped down in all the perfect finish 
of his elegance upon the pretty little summer- 
resort, known as Brandnew, on the coast of 
New Jersey. He declared that his soul was 
weary of the giddy round of fashionable life 
in New York, and he wanted rest and quiet. 

It was as aspecial favor that farmer Samuel 
Hance agreed to permit Mrs, Hance to take in 
the languid and weary young man as a boarder, 
It was as a special favor that he was permitted 
to sit at the table next to Mabel Hance, the 
farmer’s daughter. 

Reader, did you ever see a farmer’s daughter 
in close propinquity to a city swell in a story, 
unless that girl had a sweet and tender and 
trustful nature, and a pair of blue eyes, and 
light brown hair which the sunlight turned to 
waving gold? 

No, you never did; and you’re not going to 
begin now. Mabel Hance was as lovely as an 
artist’s dream of a ten-thousand-dollar picture. 
She was as fair as a real old-fashioned lily, and 
as gentle as the fabled dove. 

Oh, the sweet memory of those summer- 
twilights. Of course, R. R. L. S. Browne fell 
in love with Mabel after the fashion of his 
kind. R R.L. S. Browne always fell in love 
with a girl if she was pretty, and sometimes 
stayed in love with her for six weeks! ‘Then a 
new girl would come along, and R, * * * 
Browne would fall out of love with No. 1, and 
establish blissful relations with No. 2. 

Of course he thought it would make the 
summer pass more pleasantly, if he fell mode- 
rately in love with Mabel. So he proceeded to 
devote himself to her in the good old fashion, 
and strove manfully to win her budding, young 
affections. 

He led her gently along the flowery path of 
primrose dalliance. He knew so well the art 
of making love. He was a past-master in the 
school of Cupid. He took her out for moon- 
light walks along the beach. He quoted Byron 
and ‘Tennyson to her by the yard. He looked 
unutterable things at her with his languid, brown 
eyes, 








And Mabel—how was it with her? Did her | 


foolish little heart, excited by these tender at- 
tentions which the country beaux had never 
known how to show her, flutter? It did. It 
fluttered. 

That was what R. Etc. Browne wanted. 

One evening, when the yellow harvest moon 
—the harvest moon is always yellow—was smil- 
ing down upon the many-dimpled sea, he led 





*Chestnut. 








her down to the beach, and there, as they sat | 


on the barnacle-eaten ribs of a romantic old 
wreck, he said: 

* Mabel, do you love me ?” 

And she did not hesitate to admit that she 
did. She cast down her beautiful eyes, while 
a faint shiver of ineffable joy ran through her 
bosom, and then she said: 

“Oh, Mr. Browne, | think you must know I 
love you.” 

“Do not call me Mr. Browne,” he said ten- 
derly. 

* What shall I call you?” she asked. “ Shall 
I say Reginald, or Roosevelt, or Livingston, or 
Schuyler ?” 

“Call me Roosy,’’ he murmured. 

And as she called him Roosy with her flute- 
like tones, he folded her to his bosom in such 
a fervent embrace, that she didn’t get a com- 
fortable breath for half-a-minute. 

Then it suddenly occurred to Mabel that she 
had been doing all the declaring. 

“ Roosy,” she said: * you have not said that 
you love me.” 

‘*Need I say that ?” he said, looking down 
into her eyes. 

And she concluded that it was all right. 

‘Two days later he received a telegram, call- 
ing him back to New York. Ah, yes, gentle 
reader, you know the old, old story. He stood 


upon the platform of the station, and while | 


she bravely struggled to keep back the tears, 
he said to her: 


“My little darling, bye-and-bye. When the | 
green leaves are turning to gold, I shall come | 
Good-bye, | 


back and claim my little bride. 
sweetheart,” 


And then, of course, he hurried back to | 
New York, and thought no more of innocent, | 


trusting little Mabel, but married Gwendolen 
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HE boy walked through the wood- 
land dim, 
Upon his way to have a swim, 
Before him lay the placid pool, 
Serene and lovely, sweet and 
cool. 
Wo is me, Alhama! 


Soon o’er his head the boy did 
yank 
His clothes, and piled them on 
the bank, 
And then he ran and didn’t stop 
Till in the lake he went ker-flop. 
Wo is me, Alhama! 


Beneath the surface he did pop, 
Aud when he rose unto the top, 
He heard, and much unto his grief, 
The lusty shout of ** chaw roast beef.” 
Wo is me, Alhama! 


He danced around, and had, oh, lots 

Of fun in chewing out the knots; 

It took him just two hours to dress, 

At which time he had six teeth less, 
Wo is me, Alhama! 








IN THE winter, the servant will give you a 
lukewarm breakfast on cold dishes. But in 





summer she will forget, purposely, to put the 


watermelon on ice, and serve it warm. She 
| will also neglect to put ice in the water, It 


bothers her to know that she can not give you 
your ice-cream hot, but she will give it to you 
half-melted, which is about the best she can 
do for her own satisfaction, 


Poericus—It was Father, not Paddy Ryan, 
who wrote the well-known lines on Rest. Why, 


St. Maur, the proud, blue-blooded beauty of | Paddy can not get the necessary poetical license 


his own set. 

‘That’s what he did, didn’t he? 

Not much, Gentle reader, this is | 
where you slip up with the greatest slip- 
ness of your life. | 

When the green leaves were turning 
to gold, he went back and claimed his 
little bride, as per advertisement, and 
there was the biggest kind of a swell- 
wedding at the old farm-house, and Mr. 
and Mrs. Reginald Roosevelt Livings- 
ton Schuyler Brown, settled right down 
there to live. 

Why ? | 

Because, gentle and unsophisticated 
reader, the Jersey farmer who has lived 
twenty years on that coast, and grown 
up with the summer-resorts, has skinned 
the New Yorkers out of about $500.000, 
and his daughter is a good catch for 
any young man. ‘TRICOTIN. 





THE Lonpon G/ode expands on the 
fact that very few actors are criminals. 
‘They would be, though, if the law could 
reach them. There’s Henry Irving, 
for instance. He ought to get six 
months for every time he appears on 
the stage. | 


‘THE YOUNG man of to-day, who is a 
respectful listener when questions of 
literature, history or political economy 
are up for discussion, becomes a conver- 
sational leader the moment base-ball or | 
yachting is introduced, | 

THE Sux prints an article called ‘‘ The 
Sardine Question.” ‘The real sardine 
question is asked by the man who pays 
fifteen cents for a sandwich, eyes the 
fishes critically, and wonders whether 
they are shadines or shiners, 








| to sell liquor in Boston, 


A FABLE FOR THE OVER-PRUDENT. 











A certain wayfarer upon Senatorial soil suddenly fell into 
a pit. 


The gentleman who owned the domain rushed to 


the rescue when the following colloquy took place: 


UncLe SaM.—Evarts, are you dead? 
Evarts.—No, not dead, but speechless. 
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THE MUSICAL 
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BOARDING-HOUSE. 


**¢ Meeow — mee- 
ow—mee-e-ow!” 


* Vait till I get 
on ‘Tannhiuser,’ 
ve’ll feex ’em.” 


** CARNIVAL OF 
VENICE.” 

**How’s a feller 
going to tell whether 
he is gaining on 
Levy or not, when 
them people down- 
stairs are kicking 
up such a terrible 
racket?” 


*‘SWEET VIOLETS.” 

«Why won’? those 
people keep quiet, 
George, dear? I 
can’t half appre- 
ciate your beau-ti- 
ful playing.” 


‘¢SEE THAT MY 
GRAVE’S KEPT 
GREEN.” 


«¢ Whoop her up | 


boys, we’ll drown 
out the whole lot of 
’em!” 


‘¢ BIRDIE’S LAST 
REQUEST.” 

*« Ttreally is quite 
impossible to do full 
justice to the tender 
passages of this ex- 
quisite ballad with 
all this noise.” 


. *CLIMBIN’ UP DE 


GOLDEN SraIrs.” 

‘Dem no good 
white trash squall- 
ers up-stairs make 
stremely difficul’ to 
keep de ha’mony.” 





SIC SEMPER TYRANNIS! 


CURRENT COMMENT. 


DASHED me off a sonnet 
And sent it to the press, 
As lovely as a bonnet, 
As sweet as a caress; 
About her golden tresses, 
Her merry eyes of blue, 
And how my Florrie dresses, 
And how she loves me, tuo. 
I spake of trees in blossom, 
Of swinging in the lane; 
I sent it whence no poet’s song 
Can e’er return again. 


WwW" DOESN’T some one suggest Mr. 

efferson Davis as head of the 
Knights of Labor? He will put the or- 
ganization out of its misery in a few 
months, if he succeeds as well as his ex- 
generals seem to think he did, in the 
other affair he undertook. The Knights 
will thus be spared the lingering agonies 
of their present illness, and Mr. Davis 
will be given a different subject for his 
thoughts — and his next book. Some 
people might read that, even. 


‘THE CHAMELEON’S chief claim to atten- 
tion lies in the fact that it can change its 
color. But in this respect we cannot see 
how the chameleon pales the mutability 
of the average American politician. 











WE SHOULD feel greatly relieved if 
some of our E. C.’s would let up a little 
on those two hackneyed phrases “ Hoist xn 
by his own petard,” and “A concensus S : ! 
of opinion.” CET ue 
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I dashed me off a sonnet 
And sent it to the press; 
And there they sat upon it— 
Squelched it, I confess! 
Down in the wicker-basket, 
Buried three feet deep, 
A jewel in its casket, 
Sonnet went to sleep; 
But let them keep the sonnet, 
For its loss 1’ll ne’er repine— 
For Florrie read it first—and placed 
Her little hand in mine. 
E. FRANK LINTABER. 


WE HAVE often been asked why the cu- 
cumber is called cool. We suppose it is 
so called because it appears cool when 
compared with the excitement of the 
other fellow. 


‘THE GREAT Northern pike has for a 
Latin name Esox Immaculatus, probably 
because he knocks or is supposed to 
knock the Immaculatus Esox off any 
other fish, 








MEN ARE never satisfied. When they 
are idle they yearn for work, and when 
they have work they yearn for vacations 
to give them a chance to loaf. 


ADOWN THE East there hung a purple dado, 
‘The roses fluttered on the garden-wall; 
And then there came a terrible tornado, 
And whirled the bull-dog up the button-ball; 
Among the limbs he ’s very sad and lonely, 
But there he must remain from morn till dark, 
And when his throat gets sore, why he has only 
To get the tree to furnish him with bark, 
And he won’t be taken down until the 
pound closes, and the muzzle-season is at an 
end, 


BISMARCK’S PHYSICIANS have advised 
him not to drink anything while speak- 
ing. If he takes this advice, he will have 
very little to say in the future. 


AN UP-TOWN tailor advertises that Gar- 
land never wore a dress-suit. He expects 
that this will make dress-suits very pop- 
ular, 


Ir MAKES Mr. Garland sick to his boot-heels 
to have any one accost him with a hello! 





TENNIS COURTSHIP is now a popular 


summer resort pastime. TRUTH LIES at the bottom of a berry-basket. 





THE ANARCHIST TYPE-SETTER BEHIND THE BARS. 


I am a cooped-up Anarchist—my coop is at Sing Sing, 
And when I think about my fate, my hands I have to 
wring. , 


Why did I boycott bakeries and hand out circulars, 
And get myself into a suit of stripes behind the bars? 


Had I been wise and kept upon the straight and nar- 
row path, 

Each morning of my life I would not have to take 
a bath. 


I would not have to shave my face and cut my curly 
hair, 

Ana labor till the golden sun has sought its Western 
lair. 


The thing that most of all doth make me of my sor- 
row pipe 

Is this: in the composing-room they ’ve got me set- 
ing type. 


I'll own it breaks my heart and quite excites my 
languid spleen, 
Setting anti-boycott articles by Barrett and Martine. 


In the spring a snowy blossom comes upon the dog- 
wood-tree, 

In the spring no watermelons or strawberries come 
to me. 


It makes me sick to think that not till 1893 
Can any boycott circulars be handed out by me. 
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THE CITY BOARDER TRIES IT AGAIN. 
He Thinks He Would Like To Mow. 

















*¢ How do you take hold of the thing, anyway?” 





PUCKERINGS. 


FieEtp Dais1es—Dud and Cyrus. 





A Meapow-Lark—A Country-Picnic. 


A Ficure-Heap — The Lightning Calcu- 
lator. 


America At Last Has Ruins—Roller-Rink 


Ruins. 


‘TAKE HIM for all in all, the Indian is truly a 
red-skin. 


Ir 1s hard for the rich man who is doing time 
in State’s prison to realize that time is money. 

AN EXCHANGE asks: ‘* What has become of 
the daisy?” ‘This Sphynx-like riddle is easily 
answered. The daisy has petered out in the 
regular way, but will be on deck as usual about 
the first of next June. 








A CONTEMPORARY HEADS an editorial: ‘ Shall 
Boycotting be Legalized?” Of course it will 
not just now, but before election-time the prac- 
tice may be indulged in as frequently as de- 
sirable. 


A CIRCUMSTANCE CITED to prove that King 
Ludwig was insane is that he desired to have 
several of the leading politicians of his country 
put to death by slow torture. Such evidence 
of insanity should be spelled with a very small e. 

THE American Angler asks: ‘ Do lobsters 
shrink in boiling?” No, never! They don’t 
shrink until they are made up into salad, and 
then they shrink so much that you can not for 
the life of you tell whether they have evaporated 





HARTFORD Is now happy in the possession of 
a set of teeth two thousand five hundred years 
old. ‘They are said to be in perfect condition, 
It should be remembered, however, that the 
owner of these perfect teeth died when the 
spring-chicken was two thousand five hundred 
years younger than he is to-day. 


A SCIENTIFIC AUTHORITY advises us that the 
hornet is the swiftest flying of the poison-giving 
insects. It is presumed that the discoverer of 
this fact, while out gunning in the woods, play- 
fully blazed into one of their balloon-shaped 
nests, and was caught by the indignant hornets 
before he could get away. 





WHEN TEMPERANCE lecturers get D. ‘T., they 
see water-snakes. And when the temperance 
lecturer takes to whiskey, he is a water-fall. 


Fitz JOHN PorTER is now on the retired list. 
The public are on the tired list. 











or turned into lettuce. 


Not 














*¢ What the deuce ails the thing, anyhow?” 








WE SEE there is a new baking-powder being 
widely advertised just now. But we don’t want 
any of it in ours. We can get all the baking 
we want for several weeks to come without it. 


PROHIBITION Is trying to get a grip on New 
Jersey just now. If the prohibitionists would 
only prohibit mosquitos and malaria, they would, 
no doubt, carry the election-day every time. 


A YOUNG GIRL out West can read a book up- 
side down with perfect ease. Some of our ccl- 
lege graduates appear to have studied their 
books in somewhat the same manner. 


You may break, you may shatter the Con- 





| DON'TS. 


FoR THE GUIDANCE OF THE YOUTHFUL 
THE SEASIDE. 


FEMALE AT 


Don’t wear diamonds with “ wash ”’ dresses, 

Don’t use either “swell” or “ swagger ”’ as 
complimentary adjectives, 

Don’t say you’re “ by way of”’ being, doing, 
or thinking this, that, or the other. 

Don’T use costermonger’s English at ail. 
is not a proof of high social standing. 

Don’t allow your consciousness of unique 
hosiery to get away entirely with your sense of 
propriety. 

Don’? flirt until you have learned how—by 
studying the married women. 

Don’t believe a man is an English peer 
simply because he says so, drops his h’s, and is 
ignorant of the customs of decent society in 
regard to full-dress. 

Don’t wear your bathing-suits décol/etée at 
either extremity. 

Don’t, if you do the above, scream as you 
enter the water. It isn’t necessary. You will 
attract plenty of masculine attention without it. 

Don’T say: “ the idea! as if any nice girl ever 
did such things!’ You all do, and you know it. 


It 


RUSKIN SAYs that it is much more difficult to 
be simple than complicated. ‘This fact was 
probably never better understood than by the 
Englishman who invented the present method 


| of counting in lawn-tennis, 
| 





| ANOTHER OF Puck’s E. C.’s—The Washing- 

| ton Hatchet—'Vhe One that ‘Takes Off Political 
Heads, cnet 

| THe Mail and Express should be classed 

| under the head of Field Sports, 


Bos INGERSOLL is what might be called a dim 
sacrilegious light. 











gresstonal Record if you will; but the same old 
flavor of bald-headed humdrum verbosity and 
warping dryness will cling to it still. 


| « What are those idiots laughing at, I’d like to know?” 
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THE CHRONICLE OF DONKEYS. 


Il.—THE Biatant DONKEY. 

Cc of the donkeys that we all run across with disheartening frequency 

is the blatant donkey. He is to be found in the household, the 
theatre, the street-car, the café, the club, the street, the business-office, 
the church, the social gathering—everywhere. He is ubiquitous, Of 
course, he does not know he 1s a donkey for reasons already explained, 
and there is no probability that he will ever discover his asininity and, 
so, cease to be a donkey. 

This variety is generally past middle-age and, so, irredeemable; but 
the reason why an ass should become blatant after arriving at years of 
discretion, | have never been able to discover—and, if I can not ferret 
out these reasons, who can? ‘Therefore we may as well conclude that 
this latter day blatancy is a divine mystery. Of course, yov a> all 
anxious to know, my readers, what a blatant ass is. I will tell you. He 
is usually an empty headed dolt who talks to one person to be heard of 
another, just as Mr. Pecksniff discoursed on architecture to his daughters 
with the intention of reaching the ears of the house-owner upon the 
memorable occasion when he was bidden to come off the grass. 

‘Blatancy is one of the most asinine forms of asininity. I recollect 
not very long ‘since that [| was lunching at the Astor House with a 
cherished friend whom | had not seen before in several years. We had 
many interesting topics to discuss, and anticipated a very pleasant hour; 
but the pleasure of our meal was entirely destroyed by the propinquity 
of one of these blatant donkeys. He was an iron-gray beast of haughty 
mien, who was feeding at a table with three friends who must likewise 
have been of the long-eared variety, or they would have bidden him 
be quiet. » 
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To these friends he was learnedly discoursing upon finance, and 
using the very language of a Zimes editorial that I had read that morn- | 
ing. ‘The loudness of his tones, and the paucity of his ideas whenever 
he strayed from the wording of the newspaper article, convinced me | 
that he was one of the species, and I turned to see whom he was talking 
at. My surmise was correct. At the table next to that of the donkey 
sat the Secretary of the ‘Treasury, busy with a mutton-chop, and I knew 
at once that the donkey was braying for his benefit. I was, however, 
delighted to perceive that the Secretary was so occupied with his own 
thoughts, or the chop, that he did not hear a word the donkey was say- 
ing, though the beast made strenuous efforts to attract his attention. 

All the other ladies and gentlemen in the dining-room were staring 
at the donkey with open abhorrence, which he mistook for admiration, 
and he continued to force his empty vaporings upon that long-suffering 
community of eaters until he had finished his luncheon, and had no 
further excuse for staying; but even then he continued to shout and 
gesticulate, and was still razing up and down his dreary fields of rhe- 
toric, when my friend and myself left the room in disgust to seek a quiet 
place for the talk we had been denied of by the donkey blatant. When 
I said my evening prayer that night, a petition rose with it that the don- 
key might be attacked with dyspepsia, and I would have rejoiced if his 
dessert had choked him after [ left. 

Now, it is a very natural query what the ass hoped to gain by his 
blatancy. He probably did not expect the Secretary of the Treasury 
to give him an appointment, and I do not suppose he even hoped to 
make his acquaintance. His sole object was to make the people about 








him, in particular the Secretary, think that he knew something, and 








THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST. 
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JERSEY SKEETER—JERSEY TRAMP. 





therefore he took precisely the action to convince them that he was a 
fool—thus conclusively proving himself a donkey. 

And this was not a particularly aggravated case of blatancy, either, 
Have we not all of us heard yonng Hollowhead at an evening party con- 
fidentially informing his friend Golddust that Sawhorse, the famous 
critic, had gone into raptures over his (Hollowhead’s, of course,) poems ? 
And Hollowhead’s tones were so loud that Miss Bluegrass and all the 
other young ladies in the vicinity could not help hearing and admiring. 
Hollowhead thinks it would look as if he were too highly elated by his 
literary success if he told Miss Bluegrass—whose fortune has so long a 
row of ciphers after the dollar symbol and the first figure as to mount 
up among the millions—personally. ‘Talking it over with Golddust was 
a very different matter, amounted only to a comparing of notes among 
friends. The artless Miss Bluegrass will, of course, consider him a man 
of so lofty intellect as to deem his success a trifle hardly worth a thought. 

Does she, though, you blatant little donkey? Well, not to any re- 
markable extent. She laughed in her sleeve while you were thus bray- 
ing, and when you met her later in the evening, and she said so many 
complimentary things adout your verses, and you thanked her with such 
nonchalance, she was scarcely able to restrain her mirth at your com- 
placency until she fled to tell the other young ladies in the dressing-room 
what a donkey you were. 

Have you never heard the dignified gentleman beside you in the 
street-car telling his companion incidents of his friend Senator Bigwig’s 
dinner in a voice heard of all the passengers about him? And, yet, 


' when the same estimable person mentioned the engagement of his 


daughter to young Jones, the insurance clerk, you who sat next to him 
were scarcely able to catch his words. Did this donkey rise in the esti- 
mation of his fellow-passengers, think you? You saw that he at once 
became an object of amusement to every one in that car, save, perhaps, 
the conductor and the colored woman in the corner with the basket of 
newly-ironed linen, and you were able to detect that the waggish re- 
marks of the youth on the opposite seat, that made the other passen- 
gers laugh, was at the expense of the donkey. But the donkey was un- 
conscious of the spectacle he made, of course. If he had not been that, 
he would not have been a donkey. iS 

Then there is another kind of blatancy that is, if possible, more of- 
fensive than the form I have mentioned. It is that of the donkey, who, 
wherever he may be, considers his ideas of such immense value that he 
bellows his remarks to be heard of every one present, and looks defiantly 
around to try and get some one to contradict him, ‘There are hundreds 
more of the blatant species; but I have exhibited a sufficient number, 
so that you shall recognize the type when you meet each other, and so 
a fraternal farewell until we meet again. 








A SOAP IDYLL. 


LITTLE barefoot school-boy, 
Fresh f.om the murky swamp, 
Around the shining stairway 
In his muddy feet did romp. 


The little boy was smiling, 
And his breast seemed full of hope, 
When he planted one of his pedals 
On a cake of castile soap. 


Down, like a wind-mill whirling, 
That little boy did go, 

And struck in the hall on his spinal, 
With his feet as white as snow. 
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WiTH APOLOGIES TO OuR 
E. C., THE Sz. 


HOME weeks ago an organ- 
y grinder was performing 
in Binghamton, N. Y., 
when his monkey escaped 
from him. A diligent search was instituted, and 
the monkey was discovered playing with a large 
snake, just back of the inebriate asylum, It 
was ascertained, later, that the monkey and 
snake came from the same part of South 
America, and were merely renewing the ac- 
quaintance of their early lives. 
* 


4 # 

A LITTLE Rahway boy is of an investigat- 
ing turn of mind. From observation he re- 
cently learned that the blossom on the potato- 
vine blows away, and that the potatoes grow at 
the roots. He sat down awhile and reflected. 
Then he remembered seeing a few blossoms on 
a small cherry-tree on the place; so he lost no 
time in digging down under the roots of the 
tree to get the cherries which he expected to 


find. 
* 


Ichabod Snummey, of Brass ‘Back, Mich., 
was out shooting several years ago, and while 
walking through a wood, saw what he supposed 
to be a huge tree lying across a road in the 
sun. On coming close to it, he saw it move, 
and discovered a moment later that it was a 
snake of a species unknown to him. He natu- 
rally pointed the gun-barrels at its head, and 
when the snake closed its jaws upon them he 
pulled both triggers, and ran. On reaching 
home he was taken with hysterics, and was in 
a critical condition for several weeks, About a 
month ago, he thought he would go to the spot 
for the gun, and he was still so nervous that he 
went on horseback, in order to be able to get 
away, in case of danger, without risk, What 
was his surprise to find the snake: lying in the 
same position, with the gun-barrels firmly held 
between its jaws, and a hole in the top of its 
head. Having tapped the snake with the butt 
of his riding-whip, Ichabod Snummey found 
that it had petrified. The snake turned out to 
be two feet in diameter and perfectly round. 
It is now being sawed into circular slabs and 
sold for grindstones. ‘The strangest part of all 
is, however, the fact that some scientific men, 
who have examined the snake, have been un- 
able to fix its species, and say that it is a unique 
specimen. 

* 7 # 

A man in Batavia, N. Y., has a feather-cust- 
er that is creating a great sensation up there. 
As soon as the feathers are worn down to the 
handle, the duster is hung up for a week or so, 
at which period the feathers are again full 
grown, A number of scientific experts have 
examined this duster, and are at a loss to ac- 
count for the phenomenal action of the feath- 
ers. ‘They have already worn out four handles. 

* 


** 

The other day a man out in Lowa went out 
on the back-stoop, where his dog was tied, and 
while playing with the animal unfastened his 
chain that he might goand take a run. When the 
man went in, the dog lay down and fell asleep. 
A cat appearing on the lawn, the dog barked 
and stood on his hind-legs, and made the air 
fairly resound with howls, but never left the 
stoop. He had been so engrossed while jump- 
ing about his master that he didn’t know he 
was unchained, 


* # ; 
One of the greatest cases of fear of light- 
ning comes from the outskirts of a small village 





in the northern part of Maine. A man was 
prospecting there for a building-site last spring. 
and finally selected one on a spot where stood 
a tree that had been struck by lightning, be- 
lieving firmly in the truth of the saw that light- 
ning never strikes twice in the same place. He 
then purchased, being a rich man, a mattress 
full of ostrich-feathers to sit on during thunder- 
storms, believing that large feathers would be 
more effectual in keeping off lightning. ‘The 
first day he moved into the house a storm came 


up, and he placed the mattress of ostrich- | 
feathers on the floor in the library—the exact | 


spot where the tree had stood—to be doubly 
safe. The first flash of lightning cut him in 
two, and it was subsequently learned that the 
ostrich-feathers upon which he sat were arti- 
ficial. R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 








THE PROHIBITIONISTS can not win much on 
a lemonade platform, unless they put a stick 
in it. 


AFTER ALL, the missionary is a regular make- 
believe. 
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A LAST RESORT. 





*VE tried to make boxes; 
I can’t. 
A sewing-machine run? 
I shan’t. 
I’ve stood as a model for 
cloaks; 
I don’t like the ¢om’s point- 
less jokes. 
I ’ve sung in the chorus— 
small pay! 
Sold needles and pins for a 
day. 
; I ’ve canvassed for books for 
a week, 
But, alas, was too awfully meek ; 
I’ ve worn a white cap, watched the kid, 
N. G., very tame, and I slid; 
I ’ve been a wall-flower upon hire, 
I aspired to something much flyer; 
A female base-ball club I tried, 
I never could learn how to slide; 
I ’m told that my form ’s very neat, 
I know I have got pretty feet. 
Thank heaven! A chance yet remains 
Where I can get paid for my pains: 
In a cigarette-factory I ’ll pose, 
And the charms of my ankles disclose. 
H. S. KELLER. 














- IT’S A BAD, 
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THE SALVATION ARMY PAINTER. 
‘Hallelujah! This will bring the wandering lambs into the fold!” 





THE SINFUL PATENT-MEDICINE PAINTER. 
‘* This ’ere salvation racket is saving me a good deal o’ work!” 





Pucx.—Don’t try 


. . ? 
it again, James—you?t 


e sure 





old “Little Rock.”’ 
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BOSTON’S .LOSS. 


My name is John L, Sullivan, the champion knocker-out, 

The twenty-four foot ring 1 wipe with any here about, 

I have a reputation from the North unto the South, 

Of fighting with my right and left, and never with my mouth, 


The reason that. McCaffrey, Mitchell, Burke, and such as they 

Are anxious for to meet me in the sanguinary fray 

Is that they know that Williams will step in and change their fate, 
And thus they ’ll fill their pockets with a portion of the gate. 


I wish that the authorities would let me rush and fight 

My man, and plug him to my heart’s content with left and right, 
‘They would not then so anxious be to meet me in the ring, 

Or at me in the newspapers the windy challenge fling. 


I’m longing for a whack at Smith, the English fistic star, 

I pity him if once I land upon his jugular, 

It will be lots of fun for me to spoil his rosy hopes, 

And send him flying head-first "ike a rocket through the ropes, 


* 
* 


# 

But in your ear, oh, let me, gentle reader, let me say, 

From Boston town unto New York at last I’ve come to stay; 
I’m going to keep a literary beer saloon for pelf, 

And Longfellow and Emerson’ will stand upon the shelf. 


A bust of Bronson Alcott shall repose behind the bar, 

The phiz of John G. Whittier shall gem the pickle-jar, 
And Ill give lessons every day from nine o’clock to three 
Unto: my little summer-class in Bean Philosophy. 


Oh, you esthetic Gothamites, that love the Boston style, 

Come to my college any day and take a little smile, 

And in a jiff I ll put you through, so every one you meet 

Will think that you were born and bred way up on Beacon Street, 





A ROW IN THE ELATS. 





rt was Mrs, Skimpkins who commenced it. 

What right had she to shut the hall-door on 
Mrs. Bludger’s little Adolphus, who might have 
knocked for hours, only that Mrs, Jasper, on 
the next flat, happened to see it, and hurried 
off to tell Mrs. Bludger that it was a shameful 
piece of impertinence. 

Still, Mrs. Jasper might have minded her 
own business, and although Mrs, Skimpkins 
wouldn’t deny that she had shut little Adolphus 
out, she would ask Mrs, Jasper, now that Mrs, 
Pugsby was just coming up-stairs, whether she 
was willing to repeat her statement that she had 
seen Mrs, Pugsby steal Mrs. Martin’s milk off 
the dumb-waiter, the other morning. 

Mrs, Pugsby would inform Mrs. Jasper that 
there was such a thing as Law; that she paid 
two dollars more rent per month than any one 
else in the house, and that if Mrs, Martin had 
given it around that she had stolen her milk, 
who would believe the word of a woman whom 
Mrs, Stanley, on the tep-floor had heard, had 
been ejected from her last rooms for throwing 
boiling water on the housekeeper’s children. 

Mrs. Martin would observe from the landing 
above, that Mrs. Stanley was too smart, and she 
would further like to know whether Mrs. Stan- 
ley had also informed her neighbors that she 
could not have gone to the theatre the other 
night, if she had not gotten the loan of Mrs. 
Martin’s daughter’s plush sacque. 

Mrs, Stanley would admit that she had bor- 
rowed the sacque, and a perfect guy of a thing 
it was, too. And she would ask if Mrs. Martin 
remembered the day she was found trying to 
steam open one of Mrs. Bludger’s letters. (Cries 
of “oh! oh!?) 

‘The janitor below would now humbly request 
the ladies to retire to their respective apart- 
ments. 

The ladies, in reply, would inform the janitor 
that they considered his interference a low in- 
sult, and that they would, one and all, refuse to 
pay another cent of rent until he had been re- 
moved by the landlord from his official posi- 
tion, and his goods and chattels deposited on 
the sidewalk, WALTER STEPHEN MurPHY. 


a fiva-centa-shina, or black-fish. Oh, you don’t 
see the point, eh? Then we’ll give it to you 
with a diagram, for you are evidently Scotch 
of some kind or description. Either hop- 
scotch, butter-scotch, or some other kind of 
scotch with some hot water in it. Well, to the 
joke: First, a shiner is a small silvery fish, It 
is called an Italian fish in the joke, because it 
is sometimes boxed and sold for an Italian sar- 
dine. That is the first section of the joke, 
Geoffrey. The shiner is likewise called Italian, 
because so many small Italians shine boots for 
five cents, or fiva-centa-shina, which is also a 
key or explanation to the black-fish, the five- 
cent shiner being the boot-black-fish. ‘That is 
the second section, and really, the entire joke, 
such as it is. Now, as we supposed, you want 
to know why an Italian boot-black can be a 
fish. He couldn’t be, Geoffrey, he couldn’t be. 
He is called a fish ironically, because he lives 
entirely on land and never goes near water, 

THE OTHER day a tramp called at a house in 
New Jersey, shrugged his shoulders, bowed 
politely, and said to the servant: 

“Pai faim, ma- 
dame, fai faim, vou- 
lez-vous me donner du 
pain et—” 

“Here ’s one of 
those exiled French 
princes, I'll bet,”’ said 
the lord of the manor, 
as he picked up a 
bucket of boiled water 
and hurled it all over 
his highness, after first 
remarking, by way of 
compliment: ‘A vo- 
tre santé, monsieur!? 


- - — 





Ir was Socrates, | 
Cornelia, who at sun- 
set, just before death, | 
_indulged in a hem- 
| ldck cocktail. That’s 
what killed him. 





| Wormwoop--Coffins. 


A SHINER, Geoffrey, is a small Italian fish, | 
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‘Posi: EWS» REVIEWS 

‘ Cassell & Co. (limited), have just 
issued ** The Battle of the Books.” It 
2 YY will not be necessary for the bank-clerk, 

fe who has to stay at his desk until mid- 
night, battling with the books for a month to find a mis- 
sing cent, to read it. 


«¢Lake George Camp and Canoe Chats” is a book 
about a foot square, containing six or eight illustrations 
of various points on Lake George. The chats are be- 
tween a lawyer, a doctor, and a physician who spend a 
summer in that picturesque region. If they are no cleverer 
at their professions than they are at philosophizing, we 
pity their poor victims. 


Now that July is a little more than half over, and we 
have had a chance to refresh ourselves with all its charms, 
it is pleasant to pick up ‘‘ Through the Year with the 
Poets” for that month, edited by Oscar Fay Adams, and 
read it through before every meal. As usual, everything 
ever written in verse on this month Mr, Adams has caught 
on the fly. Mr. Clinton Scollard tells us of the flowers 
which are going to blow over him when he is dead, from 
which we infer that he is not going to be cremated. A 
number of original poems appear, ana tell of babbling 
brooks, creamy lilies, sleepy trees and cooling showers, 
and one forgets all about the drawbacks of the month in 
reading these dainty poems. Messrs. D. Lothrop & Co. 










A LOVER'S FAREWELL. 


ROCK my lady gently, 

Old ocean, on your brine, 

As tenderly upon your breast 
As if she were on mine; 


And bring her saftly back again 
From o’er the mighty sea, 


More charming still, 
If possibill, 
Than e’er she used to be. 
. F. &. 
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SCENE FROM GOUNOD’S 


“ROMEO AND JULIET.” 


[FREELY ‘TRANSLATED.] 


Ju.iet.— Go, nurse, and bring some druggist deeply skilled in deadly 
potion, (Zxit Nurse) 
That 1 may quickly terminate this miserable life; 
That I may show my Romeo the depth of my devotion; 
‘That he may know I'd rather die than be another’s wife— 
For, indeed, my recent troubles are enough to drive one frantic, 
And since my father wills that I shall be another’s bride, 
I'll take the only course that seems to be at all romantic; 
I shall become a highly interesting suicide — 
* * * * Es 
(En’er NurSE avd APOTHECARY.) 

Nurse. —Here is the apothecary, Juliet. 

ApoTHecary.—Ah, madam, you are the lady that is ill. 

Jut.—No; [ am not ill. I— 

Ap.—Pardon me, madam, You fancy, no doubt, that it is a slight indis- 
position, But you are mistaken, ‘lo the experienced eye of Science 
it is apparent that the 
canker of disease is 
slowly consuming the 
seeds of your vitality, 
and that you, notwith- 








Jut.—Well, but— 
Ap.--If you want a never-failing cure for gout or gastritis, 
Burns, bunions, or bronchitis, or broken bones or bumps, 
Sore throat or scarlet-fever, small-pox, spinal-meningitis, 
Melanosis, or malaria, or measles; or for mumps; 
Corns, cholera, or consumption, or cancer or catarrh, 
Hydrophobia, or whooping-cough or headache, here you are! 
Cuorus.—Here you are! etc. 
Jut.—But you can not cure the disease with which I am afflicted. Oh, 
Romeo! 

Ap.—Yes, madam, my Panacea will cure Romeo. Romeo, it is true, is 
a disease which has been making frightful ravages in this country, 
and it has long been regarded as incurable. But that is a mistake. 
With my Panacea, I have cured forty-seven cases of Romeo within 
two months, I have here a letter from a man who had Romeo for 
thirty-six years—one of the worst cases on record— 

NursE.— Is there a disease 
called Romeo? I 
never heard of it be- 








standing your seem- 
ing health and vigor, 
are on the verge of 
the grave. It is.well 
that you sent for me. 
If | had arrived a mo- 
ment later, I would 
not be responsible 
for t he consequen- 
ces. But do not be 
alarmed, madam; itis 
not too late. A few 
bottles of my Univer- 
sal Panacea—- 

JuLt.—What are you talk- 
ing about? I don’t 
want your Panacea— 

Ap.—Just one moment. 
Others have said they 
didn’t want my Pana- 
cea. They were in- 
duced to try it, by the 
urgent solicitations of 
their friends. To-day, 
these people are raising their voices in canticles of praise. 
me to show you some of these canticles, which I have received. 

Jut.—But— 

Ap.—Don’t be impatient, madam. 
painter, Raphael, certifying, that after having been, for twenty- 
eight years, a constant sufferer from cholera-infantum, he was com- 
pletely cured by using two bottles of my Universal Panacea. 
Here is another from the celebrated architect, Michael Angelo: 

‘© DEAR SIR: My son, George W. Angelo, has just recovered from a severe at- 
tack of our great national disease, spring fever, and is now able to attend to his ardu- 


ous duties as an office-boy. Iam happy to say that I attribute his recovery entirely to 
the use of your Panacea.” 

Jut.—Yes, that is all very well; but— 

Ap.—And here, madam, is a letter from the poet Dante: ; 

*¢ For years I have been a victim to delirium-tremens. Regularly I used to im- 
agine myself in the infernal regions. I consulted many physicians. They all told me 
that I must give up drinking, or die. With stoic resignation I prepared for my ap- 
proaching end. A friend advised me to try your Panacea. I did so. I found that | 
after using three bottles, my wildest fits of delirium never carried me further than Pur- | 
gatory; and I am able to state, that now, after a continued use of your valuable | 
specific, I regularly experience the joys of Paradise. Yours truly, DANTE. 














Permit | 


. . | 
Here is one from the eminent 


fore, 
Jut.—1 don’t want your 
medicine. Romeo is 


the name of my lover; 
not of any disease; I 
want to end my life; 
not to prolong it. 
Give me the deadliest 
poison you have. 
Ap.—Ah, madam, you are 
so hasty. 1 was about 
to remark, if you had 
not interrupted me, 
that my Panacea is 
not only the best 
known cure for all 
diseases, not except- 
ing that frightful ma- 
lady, Romeo, but it is 
also specially adapt- 
ed for suicidal pur- 
poses. I can show 
you letters from thou- 
sands of people who 
have used it. ‘Their 
only regret is that 
they are not alive to commit suicide again, It is the most deadly 
drug ever discovered—warranted to cause death in two minutes, 
Permit me to show you this letter from Lucrezia Borgia, the cele- 
brated murderess, stating that she uses it exclusively. 
This letter from Lucrezia, now, will give you an idea— 
Observe you in what glowing terms my drug she recommends: 
“In all my future murders I shall use your Panacea, 
And Dll gladly introduce it to my suicidal friends.” 
Many other testimonials of like value could I show, 
And I hope to have another soon from you and Romeo, 
Of the many thousands whose lives it ’s ended, 
By all it is highly recommended, 
As much superior to strychnine, 
Or Prussic acid or Paris green— 
And even by some in Kingdom come, 
It ’s greatly preferred to Jaudanum— 
Cuorus.—Of the many thousands, etc. 
Ap. —You will take a bottle, madam? ‘Thanks! Any other lady would 
like some? No? Well, good evening. (/xi?.) 

















CUDDEBACK’S CANOE. 

















Four STUDIES OF His FirsT AND ONLY VOYAGE. 
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A Lapy living on Main Street left a bowl of 
milk standing on the pantry-shelf. Out came 
a mouse, and spied a cool drink of the delicious 
beverage. Unfortunately for the little feaster, 
it fell into the flowing bowl. Now, to die from 
the flowing bowl the mouse felt would be a great 
disgrace. But the question was to sink or swim. 
The mouse immediately put on its thinking-cap 
and began to churn the milk by swimming back 
and forth. Ina couple of minutes the butter 
came, and then this smart mouse stood upon it 
and jumped out upon the shelf, but with quan- 
tities of the butter sticking to its paws, for she 
tracked it all about the clean pantry. This 
mouse-story of churning butter, which is a true 
one, is a great witness in favor of the honesty 
of our milkmen, for had it been poor im quality 
as some milk, the mouse would have drowned. 
—Danbury (Conn.) Neus. 


‘«Dipn’T you warrant this suit of clothes not 
to fade,” indignantly demanded.a workingman 
of old Moses on Chatham Street. 

‘*No, my frendt.”’ 

**Yes, you did. I bought ’em on your war- 
rant not to fade.” 

“My frendt, keep cool. You vhas in der 
wrong shtore. I vlias der man who warrants 
my clothes not to shrink, It vhas my brudder, 
two doors avhay, who goes on der no-fade 
peesness und fails regularly twice a year. He 
shust failed again last night.”’ 





ECCENTRIC as these storms are, we maintain 
that when it comes down to a genuine accomo- 
dating hurricane, Dakota again takes the lead. 
A good example of this occurred in this county. 
John Eckers had pre-emption and homestead 
claims adjoining, and about the time of the 
following remarkable occurrence he had just 
proved up on the former: A day after his 
proof had been made, he was eating his even- 
ing meal in his log shanty, with a neighbor. 
“Say, pard,” he remarked: “now I’ve got my 
pre-emption, I[’ll have to move this house onto 
the homestead claim, as it will be cheaper than 
putting up another.’? Hardly were the words 
ont of his mouth, when one of these sudden, 
small cyclones struck the shanty, and, strange 
as it may seem, lifted the house off the pre- 
emption and set it down on the homestead 
without breaking anything except a shaving- 
cup.— Wahpeton (Dak.) Mercury. 

Aw exchange thinks that the Chinese way of 
removing dandruff with sand-paper is the most 
effectual. Perhaps it is; but the common North 
American Indian has a plan which, though 
quite abrupt, is said to be reasonably sure.— 
Estelline (Dak.) Bell. 


AN exchange prints instructions “How to 
Tell a Girl’s Age.” It is a pretty mean man 
who will tell a gir?s age. And it is a much 
smarter one who can discover it.—lVorristown 
Flerald. 
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A FAMILY AFFATR. 
{ Mr. Ponsonsy DE Tompkins (to his wife’s pretty niece),—Can you tell me, Miss Kate, why your eyes are 


likea tin pan polished with Sapolio ? 


Miss Katz —Why, no, Mr. de Tompkins—do tell us, 


Mr. ve ‘Il'.—Because they sparkle so. 


Mrs. Ponsonpy pe Tompkins (s¢7fZy),—Can you tell me, Ponsonby, why you are like wood-work newly 


scoured by Sapolio ? 
Mr. ve ‘l’.—No, my dear. 
Mrs. De 'T.—Because you're so delightfully fresh. 


(Utter and complete collapse of de Tompkins.) 


[Now, pray, don’t pronounce this Pon-son-bece; it’s **Punsby,’’ you know !| 





> PEWS 
ews 


WILL: NOT 
CURE 


‘‘Qul the ills that flesh is beir 
to,” and no such claim has 
been made for it, in tie 58 
years during which it bas been 


Rnown fo mankind. 


IT - DOES 
STRENGTHEN 


the general systém, bowever, 





and by enabling the Ridneys 
and the skin to accommodaté 
their action t% sudden changes 
of témperature, aids [Jiges- 
tion and wards off fie 








onsets of disease. 











‘HOT WEATHER SUITINGS 
FOR THE 


SEASIDE OR COUNTRY. 


WITITE and COLORED FLANNELS, SERGES, 
DRAP DETES, HOMESPUN and 
SCOTCH TWEEDS. 


The Product of Foreign and Domestic Mills. 





SUT tO Monae BOM. occc ccccccsccocece 
TROUSERS “ se 


Nos. 145, 147, 149 Bowery, 
and 
771 Broadway, Cor, Ninth Street. 


Samples and Self Measurement Rules sent on request; 
also Estimates for Liveries and Uniforms promptly 
furnished. 
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THE CELEBRATED 


2 tein Of 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
WAREROOMS: 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & CO. 


CHICACO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


C. WEIS, 


Manufacturer of Meerschaum Pipes, Smokers’ 
Articles, etc., wholes»le and retai! 399 
Broadway, 'N. Y. Factories »€9 Walker 
Street, and Vienna, Austria. Sterling 
Silver-mount: d- Pipes and 
Bowls made up in newest 





First Prize | Medal, Vienna, 1873. 









designs. Please mention Puck. 54° 





DEN MUSEE. 55 West 23rd Street. 
. Openfrom 11 torr. Ad- 

mission, 50 cents. Sunday, admission, 25 cents. Latest 
Additions: Mr. JAY GOULD and T. V. POWDERLY. 





Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure, Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 
Address C. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St.. Chicago. 


DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. (62 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves., N. ¥. 


A. WEIDMANN. 


No. 306 Broadway, Corner Duane Street, New York. 
Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 
other Material for Costumes, etc. 


PERLE D’OR 
CHAMPAGNE. 
“DRY AND EXTRA DRY. 


178 DUANE STREET, New York. 


PEARLS .*, MOUTH. 




















BEAUTY AND FRAGRANCE 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT. 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy and 
the breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is re- 
garded as an indispensable adjunct of the toilet. It 
thoroughly removes tartar from the teeth without injuring 
the enamel. 





YUST OUT: 
PUCK ON WHEELS 


PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 





Younc Housewire.—I wish to get a pair of | 
chickens, 

DEALER.—Yes’m. Here are some very nice | 
"ones. 

Y. H.—Have you any game-chickens ? 

D.—Well, ma’am, they don’t often kill game- 
chickens. They keep ’em for show. 

Y. H.—I should prefer game-chickens. 

D.—For what reason, ma’am ? 

Y. H.—Because game-chickens are brave. 

D.—Well, what o’ that ? 

Y. H.—The poet says: “the bravest are the 
tenderest.””—Boston Courier. 


A WRITER says that “ Dress is woman’s great 
conundrum.”’ It is hoped she will never be com- 
pelled to “give it up.” —Vorristown Herald, 

The Horsford Almanac and Cook Book 


mailed free on application to the Rumford Chemical 
Works, Providence, R. I. 








COLUMBIA BICYCLES 
AND TRICYCLES, 
Many Improvements. 
Spring Catalogue Sent Free. 


THE POPE MFG. CO.,, 
597 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 


sae ocala one. 12 WARREN Street, New York. 
BRANCH HOUSES: } 115 WapBaAsH Avenug, CuHicaco. 


Gy ise YOU BUY A BICYCLE 





Of any kind, send stamp CUM 
Dayton, Ohio, for ree Pin datete Price 
List of NEW_and SECOND-HAND MACHINES. 534 
Second-hand BICYCLES taken in exchange. 
BICYCLES Repaired and Nickel Plated. 















“TICAN CYCLES - ne Me eaecTUR 


fi soMOst EXTEN Bien bra 
SEND STAMP FOR 48 PAGE cyrineet w 
he |argest Manufacturers inthe United Stat 


"CORMULLY & JEFFERY. _ 
© CHICAGO,ILLS.- 


























“TOILET SOAP, 
HENCE THE BEST & CHEAPEST. 


£31 Tx MOST DURABLE 












PEARS’ Soap is For Sale Everywhere. 636 
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lactated Food 
THE SAFEST FOOD IN SUMMER 


Sonal 
For Young or Delicate Children. 
A Sure Preventive of 
CHOLERA INFANTUM. 

It has been the positive means of saving many lives wher* no 
other food would be retained. Its basis is SuGar or Mivk, the 
most important element of mother’s milk. 

it,is the Most Nourishing, the Most Palatable, the Most Economical, 
of all Prepared Foods, 

Sold by Druggists—25c., 50c., $1.00, 

a@~ An interesting pamphlet entitled “ Medical Opinions on 
the Nutrition of Infants and Invalids,” sent free on application. 

Wetts, Ricuarvson & Co., Burlington, Vt. 616 











—— =a 


BITTERS, 


ellent anpetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
wit pene nae y Dyepepeia, Leochen, Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders of the D gestive Organs. A few drops impart e delicious 1avor 
to a glass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 
beware of counterfe'ts,. Ask your grocer or ‘rnggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. Bb. SIEGERT & SONS. 


3. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT, 
51 BROADWAY. N. ¥, . 


BOWERY BAY BEACH, 
ON LONG ISLAND SOUND, OPPOSITE RIKER’S 
ISLAND. 


A new summer family resort ; finest beach for bathing, swim- 
ming, boating, and fishing; safest place, with ample police 
protection, 

Bathing pavilion, restaurant, and beaut ful shady grounds, 
NOW OPEN. 

Reached by summer cars of Steinway and Hunter’s Point 
Horse Rail-rvad, in 20 minutes from Astoria (g2d St.) Ferry, and 
40 minutes from Hunter’s Point ferries, connecting with every 
boat from 5 A. M. till midnight. Fare from New York, via 92d 
St. Fer:y, 10 cents. 

Elegant ¢rive from g2d St. Ferry, Astoria, along rive~-front, op- 
posite Hell Gat>, War.’s Island, etc., to bow ry Bay Beach. 653 











JUST OUT: 
PUCK ON WHEELS 


FOR 1886. 
PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 
Mailed to any address on receipt of Thiity Cents. 


Make Postal-Notes payable at Station ** A” N. Y. P.O. 


HIRES IMPROVED ROOT BEER. 
a Packages 25c. Makes 5 gallons of a deli- 
cious, sparkling and wholesome beverage. 
Sold by a!l druggists, or sent by mail on receipt of 25 cents. 
594 C. E. HIRES, 48 N. DELAWARE AVE., Philadelphia, Pa. 


Send 6c. for postage for free costly box of goods which 

will help all to more money than anything elsein this 

world, Fortunes await the workers absolutely sure, 
1 


Terms mailed tree. TruE & Co., Augusta, Maine. 





Prospect Brewery, 
Cor, Eleventh and Oxford Streets, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
Ine highly Celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export in Barrels as 
well as in Lottles. ts k-eping qualities are unsurpassed. We 
also recommend our 


HERCULES Maur WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Malt in 
existence, 








English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents per 
copy. In mailing please roll lengthwise. 





Numbers 9, 1o, 26, 76, 140, 154, 163 and 418 of the | 





WHEN the news of the new rich copper strike 
in the Lake Superior district was flashed to 
Boston stockholders, two of them met on the 
street, compared notes, and the first observed: 







OREMUS ON 





“Shorldn’t wonder if we made five hundred ToILeT Soaps: 
: 99 
per cent. on our Investment. ; ; “ You have demonstrated that a fer/ectly pure 
‘‘] haven’t the least doubt of it,”’ replied the soap may be made. I, therefore, cordially com- 
mend to ladies and to the community in general 
second, the employment of your pure ‘La Belle” toilet 
“And now there will soon be a meeting of soap over any adulterated article. 


the board of directors,” A NA AAA 
* For what ?” é } 
“To cut down the wages of the mine em- 
ployees.”— Wall Street News. 


“T NOTICED in the paper that the Yale and 
Harvard crews had coaches at the race,’’ ob- 
served Mrs, Snaggs. 

“Yes,” replied Snaggs. 

“T suppose they had coaches to ride home 
in, in case their boats should sink or anything.” 
—FPittsburgh Chronicle, 


THE water carts of Lowell are decorated with 
patent-medicine advertisements. An innocent —— 
Irishman from the rural districts looked at one ate ~ ys oe choicest guilty 
wen sto n ARGE 
= day and remarked: ay Demanetinnue eg GLYCERINE 
faith, it's no wonder Lowell is healthy, | therefore it is specially adapted for 
whin they water the streets with ’s Sarsa- Toilet, Bath and Infants. 
parilla.”—Lowell Citizen. | 























HA | , , FY WU Vi | THE REVIVUM is the ONLY 
| LOW PRICED preparation for 
restoring Gray Lair to its orig- 


NOT A DYE. inal color. It is certain and 


superior in effect to any other 








of Man and Woman is) Iair Dressing. Put up in bottles 


a beautiful head of | of good size, and sold by Drug- 
Hair. | gists everywhere at only 50 cts. 


s@- HILL'S WHISKER DYE 18 THE BEST EVER INVENTED. ONLY 50c. 
HYATT’S 
INFALLIBLE 


LIFE BALSAM 


FOR THE BLOOD. 


























An Old and Renowned Medicine. 





a 
Ae 
, 


has proved that this wonderful preparation has 
Wrought more astonishing cures of scrotula 


ieee: Boantifies the Complexion 's 


| 


atin « humors, and enriches it to a condition of perfect 


HEALS SORES % TOONS 








| Ty by Physicians ae Clenn’s Sulphur Soap, as an ablucnt for the poisons 

PANGHTUY 5 ; : of the blood a3 thcy come tothe surface. The gcn- 
uinc NYAT7"S LITE DALSAM is prepared only at 
the Laboratory, 115 Fulton Street, New 
York, and is sold by all Druggists. 


—SEND FOR PAMPHLET.— 
| (PIKE’S TOOTHACHE DROPS, CURE IN ONE MINUTE. 


HEART DISEASE AND PAINS. 


Any functional disease of the heart, usually called Heart Disease, readily yields to the use of 
DR. GRAVES’ HEART RECULATOR, 

which is sold at $1 a bottle by all Druggists. Be swre to get the genuine.—Pamphlet Free. 
Address, DR. GRAVES, 115 Fulton Strect, New York. 





y AU. DRUGGISTs 











It has no equal. 25 CENTS. 


The Crowning Glory preparation, and is an agreeable | 








Gorman Corn Remover conn Se oo bee ee Pee, ae se 








When all othcr means have failed, experience | 


js BOs and kindred diseases, howevcr bad, | 
) Wien used in the Toilet and the Bat’: Use } | than any othcr remedy onearth. IT SEARCHES | 
re TuNOUCH THE BLOOD, cleanses it from all | 


‘ | healin. Ia the treatment cf any humor of the | 
Andis highly recommended y sxin its operation is greatly aidcd by the use of | 
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TRovg Lesorse 
Thing 
Use 


e y¥y Davis’ 


Py Ns MLL 





All Drugaists : 
keeh Pain-K/ ler. 
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BOKER S BITTERS 
The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 


L. FUNHE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 Jobn Street, New York. 










; Suddenly the storm came, the roof of the | 


Two men were playing billiards in a Min- | 


nesota town when a cyclone arrived. One of 
them was about to attempt a very difficult shot. 


building was torn open and the billiard-table 
sucked up and swept away. The players were 


| stunned but unhurt, and some days after, in 


_ beating the neighboring fields, they came upon | 





the billiard-table, upright and perfectly level, 
with the balls in precisely the same position in 
which they were when surprised by the tempest. 
Having their cues with them, by a fortunate 
chance, they went to work and coneluded the 
game.— Zexas Siftings. 

DANCING-BEARS that perform on the streets 
to the music of a cracked fiddle, are taught to 
dance by being placed on a floor of iron plates, 


| which are heated. When the iron is hot the 


music starts, and the bear hops around. Finally, 
he gets so that when the music strikes up he 
thinks the heat is to be turned on, and he 
dances, It has been supposed that the sound 
of the music made the bear wild, and he 
danced to quiet his nerves.—Peck’s Sun. 

Huspanp.—I don’t know, Sarah, whether 
you will like it, but I invited the Buggineses 
down to dinner to-night. 

Wire.—-Henry, I haven’t got anything in the 
house to eat. 

Hussanp.—I knew it, and that’s why I in- 
vited them. I do so want one square meal this 
week, — Zid- Bits. 

Cuina and Japan buy our dried-apples freely. 
Thus does American industry help to swell the 
population of the Orient.— Boston Transcript. 





Ten drops of Angostura Bitters impart a delicious flavor 
to all cold drinks and prevent all Summer Diseases. Try it and 
you will never be without it, but be sure to get the world re- 
nowned Angostura, manufactured only by 

Dr. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


DO YOU SHAVE 
YOURSELF? 


Travelers, or those who shave at home are 
invited to try Williams’ Shaving Stick. 
An exquisite soap producing a rich, mild 
lather that will not dry on the face while 
shaving. Delicately perfumed with Attar 
of Roses. Each stick enclosed in a turned 
wood case covered with leatherette. 
OBTAIN IT OF YOUR DRUGGIST, OR 

SEND 25 CENTS IN STAMPS TO 

The J. B. WILLIAMS CoO., 

529 Glastonbury, Ct., 

M’F’S FOR 50 YEARS OF “ GENUINE YANKEE”? SOAP. 














SALES QF THE TWELVE LARGEST BREWERIES IN THE UNITED STATES 


DURING THE LAST FISCAL YEAR. 





— 


Sold from May 1st, 


85 to May rst, ’86. On Hand May rst, ’86 


1, Anheuser-Busch Brewing Ass’n, St. Louis. . .331,609 btts. 125,290 bbls. 
2. Jos. Schlitz Brewing Company, Milwaukee....... coomaegyee = 107,256 “ 
S.. Geonge Biwet, Mew Vouk... .cccccccccsvcccscece 306,630 “ 86,035 “ 
4, Empire Brewing Co., Phil. Best, Proprietor, Milwaukee. .304,953 “ 104,367 “ 
5. Bergner & Engel Brewing Co., Philadelphia.......... 231,794 * 83,522 “ 
6. Beadleston & Worz, Ale and Porter, New York .229,974 * 34,080 « 
ae rr 215,490 “ 72,558 * 
8. Frank Jones, Ale and Porter, New York.......... . 209,405 “ 4197 « 
9. C. Seipp Brewing Co., Chicago...... ee ee ee 164,299 « 59,680 “ 
10. C. Moerlein Brewing Co., Cincinnati............. ---162,715 “ 68,874 « 
11. Wm. J. Lemp, St. Louis...... Sel lash adap 155,271 * 54,293 « 
Be We I, Do dc dddwns dc csetadeeweneses .151,660 “ 46,604 « 


This statement shows that the Anheuser-Busch Brewing Associa- 
tion, of St. Louis, by its untiring energy, uncommon even in this country 
of restless commercial activity, and by the undoubted purity and excellence 
of its product, has succeeded in placing itself at the head of this, one of 
the most important industries in the whole country. 


’ Published Every Wednesday. 
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**ENGLISH TROUSERS’ STRETCHER.” 


Restores shape, saves trouble and expense of pressing. Price 
$1.75. (Mailing 30 cents extra.) Forwarded on receipt of amount 
per mail or express. 

E. O. THOMPSON, 
245 Broadway, New York, 908 Walnut St., Philadelphia, 

Wholesale Depot: 97 Chambers St., New York. 668 


RELIABLE WATCHES 


OF EVERY DESCRIPTION, 
AT VERY LOW PRICES. 


Sotip Gorp STEM - WINDERS for 
Ladies, $25 and higher. 
Soiip GoLpD STEM-WINDERs for Men, 


$30 and higher, 
SILVER STEM-WINDERS, $10 to $40. 
14 K. GOLD CHATELAINE WATCHES, 
$18 to $25. 
NICKEL STEM-WINDERS, $5 to $7. 
Chains of every style. 
ENGAGEMENT AND WEDDING RINGs. 
DiaMonps and JEWELRY for every- 
body. 
SPECTACLES and EYE-GLASSEs to suit 
you. All at very attractive prices. 


PACHTMANN. & MOBLICE 


GOLDSMITHS AND JEWELERS, 


363 CANAL ST., NEW YORK. 
Near Wooster St. Established 1838. 


N. B.—If you should fall overboard and get your watch wet, 
fill it with machine-oil soon as possible, and send it to us. We 
make a specialty of that work at moderate charges. 674 











OUFFS 








MONARCH meet 
SOLD BY LEADING DEALERS 











“THESE ARE MY JEWELS!” 





ENGLISH PUCK. 
10 Cts, per Copy. $5 per Year. 
GERMAN PUCK. 
Published Every Wednesday. » 10 Cts. per Copy. $5 per Year. 
PUCK’S ALMANAC for 1878. 
15 Cts. per Copy. Postage 3 Cts. 
PUCK’S ANNUAL, 
Published Annually since 1880, 25 Cts. per Copy. Postage 5 Cts. 
(All Issues in Print.) 
PUCK’'S VOLKS-KALENDER. 
(German.) Published Annually since 1878. 
25 Cts. per Copy. Postage 5 Cts. 
(All but Issue for 1880 in Print.) 
PUCK ON WHEELS. 
Published Annually since 1880. 
25 Cts. per Copy. Postage 5 Cts. 
(All but Issues for 1881, 1884 and 1885 in Print.) 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK. 


First Crop. 25 Cts. per Copy. Postage 5 Cts. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK. 
Second Crop. 25 Cts. per Copy. Postage 5 Cts. 


PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 
Third Crop, will appear on or about S: ptember 22nd, 1886, 


Specimen copies of any of the above publications will be mailed 
on receipt of price. 


Address; PUBLISHERS OF PUCK, 
NEW YORK, 





Numbers 9, 10, 26, 76, 140, 154, 163 and 418 of the 
English Puck will be bought at this office at 1o cents per 
copy. In mailing please roll lengthwise. 
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oggs was very popular with the lady boarders on® 
\@, 2ccount of his musical accomplishments. 
Z 
eA 


’ arr f; ‘, ay. A a ere 
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Moggs was much admired for his graceful tennis playing. 
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And Woggs was declared to be the ‘‘ sweetest waltzer on earth!” 
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Rens = day a handsome artist came along and started a sketching-class for young 
ce , d Messrs: Boggs, Moggs, Foggs and Woggs were completely 
and overwhelmingly eclipsed. 
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THE TRIUMPH OF ART. 
A Comedy at our Summer Hotel. 











